'Books again?' said Elena Ivanovna severely. 'Well, Frossia, look at
Igor Vladimirovich, a young man, and he is having trouble with his
eyes. And why? Because he has read far more than is good for him.
Books never made a cabbage pie, I tell you.'

'But my eyes are not troubling me at all. I like reading, Elena
Ivanovna, but I have so little time.*

Indeed Frossia's days were full. Trams were running badly and
erratically that autumn, the Rabfak chancery frequently ran out of free
tram tickets, and Frossia must sometimes tramp the long way to
Kamennostrovsky from Vassily Island, and then back again. Sometimes
she returned just m time to swallow whatever food she had in her
locker, and then drop asleep. It was a harsh autumn and a bitter winter.
Few logs could be used in the kitchen, there was no heating whatever
in her bedroom. Frossia kept herself clean by boiling a pannikin of
water, soaking a rag in it, and rubbing it all over her body. The rubbing
finished, she swathed herself again in all the thick and shapeless gar-
ments she wore by daytime. She slept hard. A young textile worker
was in the next room. His continuous rasping cough led other tenants
to grumble about disturbed nights: Frossia never heard a sound. Pale,
shrunken and shy, he was a shadow across the passage, and no more.

In those days she often remembered Cherny. Cherny was now work-
ing far away, somewhere in the south. He had completely vanished
from her life, he never wrote, and she hardly ever met anyone who
mentioned him, but she remembered his strangely attractive fanaticism,
his abrupt passion, and her own equally abrupt refusal. Nikita, the
dwarf, might know something of Cherny, but Nikita's own job had
been shifted to a different and distant part of the city, and Frossia never
met him now. 1 should not have been so brusque with Cherny now,'
she reflected. 'I would have worded it all differently/ She had indeed
learnt much since that dim and tedious day when she had sat in the
train, watching a man's kerchief flutter over a dead face and, as she
thought of the distance covered by her mind, she began reflecting on
Igor's face. It had neither breeding nor beauty. Its features were so
commonplace that often enough she found herself unable to recall dtiera
to her memory. Igor's features were moulded out of common Russian
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